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POINT OF ORDERf 



By John Martin 



THE WARDEN looked at the file in front 
of him. It was Lug Spanner's release date 
and he shook his head. 

"Too bad we have to let him go," he said 
whimsically to the detective who was standing 
near his desk. "In fact, Lug himself seems to 
like the machine shop." 

Detective Phil Flannery smiled thinly. "I 
brought Lug up here six years ago. I told you 
then the best thing to do was offer him a job 
around the prison. Lug can't keep his hands 
off safes — or machinery. You let him go and 
he'll be back inside a month." 

The warden nodded. Then he sighed. "I 
know," he said, pressing a button on his desk. 
"But there's nothing I can do. Lug's served 
his time. You're going back on the four-four- 
teen, aren't you? Sit next to Lug and ask him 
for gosh's sake to stay out of trouble. He's a 
third offender. The next time, he's in for life." 

The door to the warden's office opened and 
Lug was ushered in. He was a small, compactly- 
built man with a fair complexion and bland 
gray eyes. He nodded pleasantly to the warden 
and Flannery. 

The warden spoke his departing piece and 
Lug listened. Then the warden leaned forward 
and looked at him earnestly. "Look, Lug," he 
began. "Everybody knows you're probably the 
greatest expert on safes in the business. Why 
don't you get a job with some big safe com- 
pany and tinker away? Anything to keep you 
out of stir." 

A smile crossed Lug's face. "Thanks for the 
compliment, Warden." he said. "I like safes, 
and I like to work around 'em. But they're too 
much temptation." I 
"Why not get a job as an automobile me- 
chanic?" Flannery suggested. i 
"That's a beer job," Lug said. "I've got a 
champagne taste. Had it ever since my first 
bank job." 

"Well, what are you going to do when you're 
sprung?" the warden asked, a little nettled. 



Lug glanced piously at the ceiling. "God 
helps those who help themselves," he said. 

"Not if they help themselves to too much," 
the warden said laconically and handed Lug 
his papers. 

On the train back to the city, Flannery and 
Lug sat together. Flannery tried to give Lug 
good advice. Lug sat quietly and listened. 

"I'll get along," he said. "Like you say. Flan- 
nery, I can't keep my hands off machinery. I 
love fixin' things." 

"Who for?" Flannery asked sarcastically. 
"Look. Lug, when you get the craving to bust 
something open, why not pick a kid's bank? 
Buy one yourself and fill it up with pennies 
against a rainy day." 

"That's the trouble," Lug remarked, smil- 
ing faintly. "Kid's banks have pennies in 'em. 
Just pennies." 

Flannery was too smart a detective to put 
a tail on Lug the minute he got off the train. 
He'd done that before and the tail had lost 
Lug. Instead, he waited until he got news of 
Lug through the grapevine. Lug wasn't doing 
much. He was working as a bus boy in a res- 
taurant. Now and again he'd fix a few cars for 
a local garage. He was living in a furnished 
room on the west side, downtown. Flannery 
dropped in on him one evening. 

"Glad to hear you're doing okay, Lug," Flan- 
nery said as he rose to go after a chat. 
, "I'm doin' fine," Lug said virtuously. "I even 
started a bank account. Keep your eyes on the 
Central Bank, Flannery. "I don't want any- 
body heistin' my keister!" 

Flannery, grinned, nodded and left. 

The instant he'd closed the door, Lug went 
to a bureau drawer, opened it and took out a 
small bag. From this he drew an assortment o£ 
glittering burglar tools. It had taken him some 
weeks to earn the money for them. But it was 
worth it, he thought, looking down at them 
fondly, caressing them. It was worth it because 
with them he was going to rob the Blandish 
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National Bank to th« tan* of a. hundred and 
seventy thousand dollar* In (mall bills that 
very night I t 
Lug sat down at the small table in the middle 
of the room and studied the rough map he'd 
drawn of the Blandish bank during lunch houn 
off from his job. Glancing at it, his lips curled. 
No one doubted his ability to crack any safe. 
And the Blandish bank was just a sitting 
cookie tin! 

Glancing at his new wrist watch he saw tt 
wat almost ten o'clock. Time to get going. He 
looked around the room. There was nothing 
In it that belonged to him apart from his 
clothes and the bag of burglar tools. He looked 
at the door and smiled. Flannery might have 
someone standing out in the street now. But 
that was the very reason he'd hired a room 
that let out onto a fire escape. 

An instant later he had opened the window 
and was noiselessly threading his way down 
the fire escape. A quick hop over the back 
fence and he was into the next yard. He ducked 
down an alley and came out on the next street. 
Luxuriously, he called a cab and had himself 
driven to within four blocks of the Blandish 
bank. 

The neighborhood was a business district, 
dark at night and very deserted. Unerringly, 
Lug went to the long alley between a chemical 
concern and the bank. At the end was a high, 
metal fence with a burglar alarm hitched to 
the wire on top. Lug's ferret-keen eyes singled 
it out. He handled the wire easily, attaching 
a loop of wire to it and then cutting the orig- 
inal wire in the middle. He clambered through 
the gap and let himself down into the small 
yard behind the bank. ( 

The first door he negotiated with ease. The 
next door was more difficult. It led into the 
bank itself. He picked at it carefully. Ten min- 
utes later it opened and he darted through, 

He stood in the great public lobby of the 
bank, his eyes snaking toward the staircase 
that led to the bank's cash safe. Quietly he 
slipped downstairs, jimmied another lock and 
then let himself into the cash vault. 

Before him the great safe- loomed up, and 
he drew his breath. A cookie tin he thought, 
contemptuously. Foot-thick steel and so easy 



to bust open where tt was vulnerable— which 
was simply where the locks were! Puttlni the 
tools down on the floor, he secured what he 
needed, focussed a flashlight on the lock and 
started to work. 

i Beads of sweat stood out on his brow, a few 
minutes later as a sharp click sounded and the 
first six inches of the great steel door swung 
open. 

Jammed, he thought, cursing. Something had 
gone wrong with the mechanism inside the 
lock. He glanced at the half-open door and at 
the plate covering the lock mechanism and 
sighed. Nothing to do but open the plate — no 
job at all — and repair the lock so he could open 
it the rest of the way. He hated to do any kind 
of service to the bank itself, but there was no 
other way out. Sweating profusely, he got the 
plate off and started to work. He didn't worry 
about a watchman even if there was one, he 
wouldn't bother coming down to the safe room 
which he couldn't even open because keys 
wouldn't open combination locks. 

It was while Lug was replacing the plate, 
having carefully fixed a snapped trip bar, that 
the lights blazed on and four doors opened 
simultaneously and four guards burst in, gum 
levelled. Lug realized the game was up. 

At the station, where they took him, hand- 
cuffed, Lug shook his head sadly. "I can't 
figure it," he said. "I didn't do anything to 
start an alarm going. Why, I fixed the lock!" 

"You should have left it alone," Flannery 
said. "You could have busted it open with a 
crowbar." 

"I don't work that way. I've got respect for 
machinery," Lug said. 

I^LANNERY sighed. "This was one tfme 
■ you shouldn't have." he said. "The way 
this bank is protected, an alarm starts ringing 
if anything goes wrong with the mechanism — 
like if it's busted. It did bust this afternoon 
just before the bank closed. They couldn't fix 
it until tomorrow, so they let the alarm ring 
in the protection Compaq- offices. And when 
you fixed the lock and that trip bar, the alarm 
stopped ringing. That's how they knew some- 
thing was wrong and busted in!" 

THE END 
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